JUNE

could sit for ever watching the varied riders, aching
for their victory, condemning their faults with the
easy air of a spectator, admiring so often the sym-
pathy between man and beast, and liking the fellow
who goes off patting his horse, especially when the
horse has let him down badly.

Then, of course, there is Lord Lonsdale. The
sight of him in the most waisted frock coat of the
year, a cigar like a young coach-horn in his mouth,
moving with a debonair air between pink geraniums
with a trayful of rosettes, is a sign that the London
season has reached its crest.

There are neat young women in riding habits
showing off themselves and their horses, and young
men from all the counties of England who ride
round Olympia with a something about them that
makes you see the ghost of a pack behind them and
a pale sun rising over a hill early on some fresh, cub-
hunting morning.

Afterwards you go through the stables.

Long heads are pushed over horse-boxes in your
direction. Long ears are raised at you. Now and
then a velvet muzzle desires to be rubbed. Now
and then a testy visitor who does not agree with
Olympia and such-like showing-off, lashes out in
that which he takes to be your vicinity ; but,
mostly, it is an affair of soft whinnies and nose-
rubbing.

* Pazienza !5 says the big-boned bay Italian to the
little chestnut Belgian. c I wasn't myself to-day.
Music always gives me the creeps. You wait till
next time. Fll show you !'

c And did you ever see anything so lovely as we
are ?* say the little harness ponies that go high-
stepping round the tan, each one like a reflection
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